UP  NIGER

one string of beads between the lot!   No red tape
there, sir; you couldn't do that In 9 the Bath Club!*

After many disappointments and breakdowns we
steam past Idda and In the distance see the Union
Jack flying on the fort. The country becomes mote
open and hilly. Borrowing a carbine from one of
the Waffs' special escort on board, we pot at
'crocs' from the upper deck as they bask In the sun
on the sand.

In the evening, after we tie up on the right bank
of the river, I cast round with a borrowed gun
among the scrub in the hopes of bringing home
something for the pot. I have no knowledge of what
may get up In the feathered line. A couple of what
look like partridges rise in front of me and I bring
them down, while later I ignominiously 'murder' a
guinea fowl sitting on a tree branch in the vicinity
of a clearing which has obviously at one time been
under cultivation. Three cartridges, three birds,
the kind of average to be worked for in a country
where gun ammunition has to be counted and
treated like gold on account of the difficulty of trans-
port. As I turn back I perceive a flight of duck
coming towards the river. It is flight time; they are
going to feed. I crouch down as I have so often done
in the Hebrides while after wild fowl. They have
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